starched collar and bowler hat I plodded on. Greenwich
already reeked of the sea and boasted of Nelson; my spirits
rose and I greeted Greenwich as one seafaring man greeting
another. My feelings were mingled, of awe at what I had done,
elation at finding myself bound for Dover when I should have
been licking stamps, and trepidation about the future. At
Crayford dusk and a drizzle began to fall together. At Dartford
I found a Sailors5 and Soldiers' Home and a pretty girl in charge
of it, whose friendliness would have enchanted me a few years
later but now embarrassed me when I only wanted to avoid
notice. She gave me supper for a few pence, smoothed the
sheet and thin coverlet on a plank bed that cost another six-
pence, and in the morning sped me on my way with hot coffee
and a quick hug with one arm. She asked no questions.

The Dover Road belied its promise. Coming through
Rochester I asked a burly cheerful policeman where it was, and
regretted this immediately when he asked me what I was about*
My trousers were muddied half-way to the knee, the bowler hat
was turning soft with the rain. The feeling of guilt that had
always accompanied me since the incident of the toy cannon
overwhelmed me and I went scarlet as I told him Tm on a
walking tour'. 'In those clothes' he said ironically. Then he
pointed the way, turned on his heel and without another word
went on his business. I continued on mine. The Dover Road
lay glistening and grey between muddy brown fields, I was
cold and wet. In Maidstone I spent my last few pence on bis-
cuits and chocolate. The daylight began to fail and I had to
find somewhere to sleep, I passed through the town and on the
farther side came to a row of half-built houses, the twins of
those I had left behind me in Brondesbury. On the plank floor*
ing of a doorless and windowless backroom I tried to sleep, 1
grew colder and colder and ached in every joint I didn't sleep
a wink. Shivering, thirsty and hungry, I got up when I thought
dawn must be near and started off again for Canterbury, By
the afternoon I had shot my bolt Dover seemed far off md
uncertain, night was again at hand: I had eaten hardly any-
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